THE GREAT TUDORS
Thus Kett was able to secure an important advantage
by cutting off a large proportion of Warwick's stores and
driving or detracting them to Mousehold Heath. Encour-
aged by new plunder and fresh ammunition with which
to fire off their cannon, Kett's men began to make great
advance. With Warwick in Norwich, his forces divided in
the streets, his cavalry useless against the rebels perched on
Mousehold Heath, his cannon without shot, many among
his followers tried to persuade him to retire and to await the
arrival of Russell's lanzknechts coming victorious from the
rebellion in the west. But his honour as a general was at
stake and his mind was made up. Better than his followers
Warwick knew the strength of his position and the weaknesses
of the enemy. Weariness, he foresaw, or an error of judgment
might at any moment place the victory in his hands. On
one vital point he had been successful. He had stopped all
roads by which victuals could be supplied to the camp on
Mousehold Heath. He would give Kett no fresh opportunity
to learn more lessons, and the rabble no chance to re-
hearten themselves for fresh attack after a second victory.
So he gathered his gentlemen together, and in an elegant
soldierly custom of the time bad them kiss one another's
swords, swear loyalty, and take courage.
Within a few days important changes had taken place.
Warwick's reinforcements had arrived,, and among his
opponents demoralisation had set in, his calculations
proving true. The men at Mousehold Heath were grow-
ing hungry and desperate. Superstition began to grip
them, a foolish prophecy took hold of them. It may be
that it was spread by men in Warwick's pay or it may
have been an expression of their apprehension that de-
feat was inevitable and further extensive effort futile.
Kett's chosen position on Mousehold Heath, from which
his guns overlooked Norwich, where Warwick's horse were
useless, had enabled him always to maintain his full
strength in face of the enemies' weakness. Kett probably
understood this very well. But he could not restrain his
supporters, who were influenced by an old saying,
" The country Knapps, Hob, Dick, and Hick,
With clubs and clouted shoon,
Shall fill up Dussendale
With slaughtered bodies soon"
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